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The Preface to the Englith Edition. 


HE Author of the following Poem, is faid to be 

Dr. §. D. S. P. D. who writ it, as well asfeve- | 
ral other Copies of Verfes of the like Kind, by Way 
of Amufement, in the Family of an honourable Gentle- - 
man in the North of Irland, wheré he {pent a Sum- 
mer about two or three Years ago. mr 
A certain very great Perfon, then in that Kingdom, 
having heard much of this Poem, obtained a Copy from 
the Gentleman, or as fome fay the Lady,in whofe Houfe 
it was written, from whence; I know not by what ‘Ac- . 


cident, feveral others. were tranfcribed, full of Errors. — 


AsI have a great Refpect for the fuppofed Author, I 
have procured a true Copy of! the Poem, the Publication 
whereof can do him lefs. Injury than printing any of 
thofe incorre&. ones, which run.about-in Manufeript, 
_ and would infallibly be foon’in the Prefs, 4f not thus 
Prevented. . 

Some Expreffions being peculiar. to.Iveland,.1 have 
prevailed on aGentleman of that Kingdom. to explain 
them, and I_have put the. feveral Explanations in their 
proper Places, 


es a 
RT 2% 


7 ae 


‘TheGrand Queftion debated. 


WHETHER 


HAMILTON’s *Bawn 


Should be turn’d into a 


BARRACK 


OR A 
MAL THOUSE. 


HUS fpoke to my Lady, the Knight full of 
Care ; 
Let me have your Advice in a weighty 
A fair. 
This | Hamitron’sBawa,while it fticks on my Hand, 


I lofe by the Houfe what I get by the Land ; 
But 


* A large old Houfe two Miles from Sir 4 


t+ A Bawwy was a Place near the Houfe, inclos’d with Mud or 
Stone Walls, to keep the Cattle from being ftolen in the Nights. 
They are now little uted, - 


A——’s Seat, 


(4) 

Brt, how to difpofe of it tothe beft Bidder, 

For a * Barrack or Malt-Houfe, we now mutt confider. 
Firft, let me fuppofe, I make it a Moali-Houfe, 

Here I have computed the Profit will fall t° us. 

There’s nine Hundred Pounds for Labour and Grain, 


Lincreafe it to Twelve, fo three Hundred remain. 


A handfome Addition for Wine and good Chear, 


Three Difhes a Day, and three Hogfheads a Year; 
With a Dozen large Veilels my Vault fhall be ftor’ a 
No little ferub Joynt fhall come-on my Board : 
And you and the Deauz, no more {hall combine, 
To ftint me at Night to one Bottle of Wine, 
Nor fhall I for his Humour, permit you to purloin 
A Stone and a’half of Beef, from my Sirloin. 

If I make ita Barrack, the Crown is my ‘Tenant. 
My Dear, I have ponder’d again, and again ont: 
In Poundage and Drawbacks, Ilofe half my Rent, 
Whatever they give me, I muft be content, .! 
Or join with the Court in ev'ry Debate, 
And rather than that, 1 wou’d lofe my Eftate. 

"Thus ended the Knight : "Thus began his meek Wife, 
Te eft and it (ball, be a Barrack, my Life. 
Tm grown a meer Mopus; no Company comes, 
But arabble of "Tenants, and rufty dull * Rumars ; 

: With 


rete 


*'the Army in Ireland, is lodg’d in firong Buildings over the 
whole Kingdom, cali’d Barracks. 


* A cant Word in Lreland for a poor Country Clergyman. 
eh ‘ 
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With Parfons, what Lady can keep herfelf clean? 
I'm all over dawb’d, when I fit by the Dean. 
But, if you will give us a Barrack, my Dear, 
The Captain, I'm fure, will always come here : 
I then fhall not value his Deanthip a Straw, 
For, the Captain, I warrant, will keep him in Awe ; 
Or, fhould he pretend to be brisk and alert, 
Will tell him that Chaplains muft not be fo pert: 
‘That, Men of -his Coat fhould be minding their Prayers, 
And, not among Ladies to give themfelves Airs. 

Thus argu’d my Lady, but argu’d in Vain: 
The Knight his Opinion, refolv’d to maintain. 

But * Hannah, who liften’d to all that had paft, 
And cou’d not endure fo vulgar a 'Tafte ; 
As foon as her Ladythip call’d to be Dreft, 
“« Cry’d Madam, why fure, my Mafter’s pofleft. 
“ Sir 4---1 the Maltfter, how fine it will found ? 
“ Tdrather the Bawn were funk under Ground. 
But Madam, I gueft there wou’d never come’ Good, 
“ When I faw him fo often with | Darby and Wood. 
And now my Dream’s out : For I was a-dream’d 
“ That I faw a huge Rat: O dear, how J {cream’d! 
“ And after, me thought, I loft my new Shoes; 


“* And, Molly, the faid, I thou'd hear foie ill News. 
“ Dear 


* My Lady’s waiting Woman. + Two of Sir 4—'s Managers 
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«Dear Madam, had you but the Spirit to teaze, 

You might have a Barrack whenever you pleafe. 
And, Madam, I always believ’d you fo ftout, 

That for Twenty Denials, you wou'd not give out. 
If I had a Husband like him, I purteft, . 
"Till ‘he gave me my Will, I wou’d give him no Rett: 
And rather than come in the fame pair of Sheets 
Wich fuch a crofs Man, I wou’d lye in the Streets. 
But Madam, I beg you contrive and invent, 

And worry him out, tll he gives his Confent. 

‘* Dear Madam, whene’er of a Barrack I think, 

An I were to be hang’d, I can’t fleep a Wink. 

For, if a new Crocehet comes into my Brain, 

I can’t get it out, tho’ I'd never {0 fain, 

I fancy already a Barrack contriv'’d 

At Hamitron’s Bawa, and the Troop is arriv'd. 

Of this, tobe fure, Sir 4-7 has Warning, 

And waits on the Captain betimes the next Morning, 
‘* Now, fee,when they meet,how theirHonour’s behave, 
Noble Captain, your Servant—---Sir A.-- your Slave ; 
You honour me much----the Honour is mine, 
"Twas a fad rainy Night-—b . 


ut the Morning is fine :--- 
Pray, how does my. Lady $--My Wife’s at yourService — 


think I have feen her Pi@ure by Fervis.---—-- 
“* Good 


. 
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¢ Good Morrow, good Captain-—-Dli wait on you down,— 
“ You fhan’t ftir a, Foot---You ll think me a Clown,---- 
“ For allthe World Captain, not half an Inch farther—- 
* You muft be obey’d,---your Servant, Sir 4--- | 

“© My humble Refpedts to my Lady unknown.--— 

' © T hope you will ufe my Houfe as your own. 

Go bring me my Smock, and leave off -your prate, 
Thou haft certainly gotten a Cup in thy Pate. 

“ Pray Madam, be quiet ; what was it’ Ifaid ? + 
“¢ You had like to have put it quite out of my Head. 

“ Next Day, to be ture, the Czptain will come, 
«At the Head of his Troop, with Trumpet and Drum: 
“ Now, Madam, obferve, how’ he matches in State : 

“ ‘The Man with the Kettle- drum enters the Gate ; 

“ Dub, dub, a-dub, dub.~ phe “Trump eters follow, 

“ Tantara, tantara, while all the Boys hollow. aa 

“ See, now comes the Captain all dawb’d with gotdtace: * 


« O law! the fweet Génelemait! look in ‘his Face ;_ 


« And fee How he fides like a Lord of the Land,” 

«« With the fine flaming Sword that heholdsin i his Hind ; 

“ And, his Horfe, the dear Creter, it prances and Fears, 

*¢ With Ribbins in Knots, at it’s Tail and j iv’§ Ears: 

* At laft comes the Troop, by the Ward of Command, 

¥ nen up in ourCourt, when the Captaincries,S1 AND. 
« You" 


(8) 
« You Ladyftip lifts up the Safh to be feen, 
« (For fure, I had dszen’d you out like a. Oueen :) 
« 'The Capt.zin, to fhew he is proud of the Favour, 
“ Looks up to your Window, and cocks up his Beaver, 
“ (His Beaver is cockt; Pray, Madam, mark that, 
“ For, a Captain of Horfe never takes off his Hat ; 
“ Becanfe he has never a Hand that is idle; 
*“ For, the Right holds the Sword, andthe Left holds 
the Bridle,) | 

“ Then flourithes thrice. his Sword in bi Air, 
* As a Compliment due to a Lady fo fair.) 
“ How I tremble to think. of the Blood it hath fpilt! 
“ Then he low’rs down the Point; and kiffesthe Hilt. 
“ Your Lady/bip {miles, and thus you. begin, » 
« Pray, Captain, be pleas’d to light, and walk in ; 
« The Captain falutes you with Congee profound; 
a “ And your Lady/bip Curchyes half way to the Ground. 

“ Kit, run to your Matter, and bid him come to uss. 
“ T’m fure he'll be proud of the Honour you do us 
< * And, Captain, you'll do us the favour to -ftay, 
“And take a fhort Diane here with us to-Day : 


oe « You’ re heartily Welcome. But as for good’Chear, 


‘ You come in the yery worft Time of the Year; * 


Had 
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If I had expected fo worthy a Gueft :----- 
Lord! Madam! your Ladythip fure is in jeft; 


¢ 


Cal 


« 


& 


« You Officers, Captain, are {0 complaifant. 


Hit, Huzzy, Uthink 1 hear [one-body coming—— 
No, Madam ; ’tis only Sir A ~ 


a hamming. 
“ To fhorten my Tale, (for I hate a long Story,) 
* The Captain at Dinner appears in his Glory ; 
“ The Dean and the ¢ Dolfor have humbled their Pride, 
“ For the Captain's entreated to fit by your Side; 
“ And, becaufe he’s theirBetters, you carve for him firft 
© The Parfons, for Envy, are ready to burft: 
* 'The Servants amaz’d, are {carce ever able, 
“ To keep off their Eyes, asthey wait at the Table ; 
“ And, Molly and I have thruft in our Nofe, 
“To peep at the Captain, in all his fine Cloas: 
“ Dear Madam be ftire, he’s a fine fpoken Man; 


“ Do but hear on the Clergymen how his ‘Tongue raj 


« And, Madam fays he, if fuch Dinners you give; 
6 You'll never want Pavfons as long as you live ; 
& J ne’er knew a Parfon without a good Nofe, 

«¢ But, the Devil’s as welcome wherever he goes: 


» on 


¢ Do&or Fenzy, a Clergyman in the Neighbourhood. 
oe « Ow 


re te cee a rw me, 


You banter tie, Madam, the Kingdom muft grant-~- 
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© GC. d--me, they bid us reform and repent, © 
: But Z-—-s, by their Looks, they never keep Lent: 
. Mifter Curate, for all your grave Looks, I’m afraids 


« You caft a* Sheep’s Eye,on her Ladyfhip’s Maid; 
« | with the wou'd tend you her pretty white Hand, 


“ Tn mending your Caffock, and fmoothing your Band.: 
« (For the Dean was fo fhabby, and look’d like a Ninny 
« That, the Ozptain fuppos'd he was Curate to, Fenny.) 


_« Whenever you fee a Caffock and Gown, | 


« A Hundred to One, but it covers a Clown; 
« Obferve how a Par/ow comes into a Room, 
« G d+ me, he hobbles as bad as my Groom; 


<A Sch lara when jut from his College broke loofe, 
“Can hardly tell how to cry Bo to a Goofe ; 

& Vour *Neveds, and Blutraks, and Omurs and Stuff, 

« By G+ they don’t fignify. this Pinch of Snuff. 

« To give a young Gentleman right Education, 

& The Aimy’s the only good School in the Nation; 
« My School Mafter call’d’me a Dunce and a Foob 
« Bur, at Cuffs I was always the Cock of the School ; 
‘ T never coud take to my Book for the Blood o’me, 


« And the Puppy confefs'd, he expe€ted no good o’me, 


“<< Now Madam, you'll think it a ftrange Thing to fay, 


« Bur, the fight of a Book makes me fick to this Day. 
© Never 


Ovids, Plutarchs, Hemers. 
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“Never fince L was born did I hear fo much Wit, 


« And, Madam, I laugh’d till I thought I fhow’d fplit. 
« So, then you look’d {cornful, and {mitt at the Dean, 


© As, who fhou'd fay, Now, aim * £ Skinny and Lean? 


6 But, he durft not fo much as once open his Lips, 


« And, the Doffor. was plaguily down. in tha} Hips. 
Thus, mercilefs Hannah tan on in her ‘Talk, 

Till fhe heard the Dean call; W ill Joy Ladypbip walk? 

Her Ladylpip anfwers, I’m jatt coming down, = 4.75 

Thea, tutning to Hanna’ Bh, and foscing a Frown, 

Altho’ it, was plain, in her Heare the was glad, 

Cry' d, Huzvy, why fare the Wench is gone, mad : 

How cou'd thefe Chimeraes get into your Brains ?—- 


Gime hither, and take this old Gown for. your: Pains. 


But the Deas, if this Secret thou’ d.come to his Ears, 
will never have done with his Gibes and his Jeers: 
For yout Life, not a Word of the Matter, i charge ye: 
Give me but ag Barrack, a Fig for the Clergy. 


® Nick Names for my Lady: 
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\HE following ODE, 
} (being fuppoled to be 


by the fame. Author) 
‘having been: formerly. prin- 
ted, and recetved with unt- 
verfa' Applaufe, and being - 
very fcarce, | am confident, 
the Pahtek willbe oblig’d to 
me for re-printing it. ~ 


& uf 


O D FE. Xiv. 


O navis, referent, &e. 


——— 


Paraphrafed and Infctibed to Jp-—d. 


The INSCRIPTION, 


Poor floating Ife, toft om ill Fortune's Waves, 
Ordain'd by Fate to be the Land of S-—--s : 
Shall moving Delos now deep-rooted fraud, 
Thou, Jixt of old, be now the moving Land? 
Altho’ the Metaphor be worn and frale 
Betwixt a State, and Veffel under Sail ; 

Let me fuppofe thee for a Ship a while, 

end thus addvefs thee inthe Sailor Stile. 
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HORACE BOOKL ~ 


Oo Dakota. 


‘NHAPPY Ship, thou art return’d in 
vain : 
New Waves fhall drive thee to the Deep 
again. 
Look to thy Self, and be no more the Sport 
2, Of giddy Winds, but make fome friendly Port. 


3. Loft are thy Oars that us’d thy Courfe to guide, 
Like faithful Counfellors on either Side. 


4. Thy Maft, which like fome aged Patriot ftood 
The fingle Pillar for his Country’s Good, 
To lead thee, as a Staff direéts the Blind, 
Behold, it cracks by yon rough Eaftern Wind. 


. ° . a 
a. O navis, referent in mare te novi 


Fludtus: 2. 


Portum: 


Fortiter occupa 


3. Nudum remigio latus. 


4—Malus celeri faucius Africae 
\ 5° Your 


ver fl 
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5. Your Cable’s burft, and you muft quickly feel 
‘The Waves impetuous entring at yout Keel. 
* ‘Thus, Commonwealths receive a foreign Yoke, 
When the {trong Cords of Union once are broke: 
‘ 6. Torn by a fudden Tempeft is thy Sail, 
' Expanded to invite a milder Gale. 
As when fome Writer in a publick Caufe, 
His Pen to fave a finking Nation draws, 
While all is Calm, his Arguments prevail, 
The People’s V ice expand his Paper Sail ; 
"Ti Pow’r difcharging all her ftormy Bags, 
Flutters the feeble Pamphlet into Rags. 
The Nationa fcar'd, the Author doom’d to Death, 
Who fondly put his ‘T'ruft in pop’lar Breath. 


A. larger Sacrifice in Vain you vow; 
7. There’s not a Pow’r above will help you now: 


; : 


5. 


Ac fine funibus 
Vix durare carinz 
Poffint imperiofius 
fEquor? 

6. Non tibi fant integra lintea; 


7: Non Dii, quos iterum prefla voces malo. 


C eD) 
A Nation thus, who oft en ae ns Ca ill: negleds; 
In Vain from injur'd Heav'n Relief expedts. 


8. *T will not avail, Relea thy ftrong Sides are broke; 
That thy Defcent i is from the Britifp Oak 
Or whea your Name and Family you sal 
From Fleets triumphant o'er the Gullick Coaft. 
Such ‘was Terne’s Claim, as jaft as chine, 

_ Her Sons defcended from the Britifh Lins; 
Her matchlefs Sons; whofe. Valour {till remains.. 
On French Records for twenty long Campaizis 5 
Yet from an Emprefs, now a Captive grown, 
She fav’d Britannia’ Right, and loft her own, 

9. Tn Ships decay'd no Marinst confides, 

_ Lur'd by the gilded Stern, and painted Sides, 
Yet, at a Ball, unthinking Fools delight 
{n the gay Trappings of a Birth-Day Night ss 
They on the Gold Brocades and Satins rav'd; 
And quite forgot their Country was entlav’d, 


eens 


+ Quamyis Pontic: pinus, 
Sylvz filia nobilis. 
9. Nil pittis timidus aav'ta puppibus, 


C : io Dear 
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Go) Dear Vellel, fill be to thy Steerage juft, 
Nor, change thy Courfe-with ev'ry fudden Guft: 
Like fupple Patriots of the modern Sort, 
Who turn with ev'ry Gale that blows from Court 


F 


us. - Weary and Sea-fick when in thée ‘confin’d, 
Now, for thy Safety Cares diftra& my Mind, 
As thofe who long have ftood the Storms of State, 
Retire, yet fill bemoan their Country’s Fate. 
Beware, and when you hear the Surges roar, 
Avoid the Rocks on ‘Byitdin’s angry Shore : 
They lye, alas! tao eafy to be found, 
For thee alone they lye the Ifland round. 


Jo. Fidit tu, nifi ventis 
Debes lydibrium, cave: 

ur. Nuper follicitum que mihi tedium, 
Nunc defiderium, curique non levis, 


Tnterfufa nitentes 


Vitesequora Cycladas, 
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« 
Books, Plays, and Pariphiets, printed and fold by 
Guorce Faurxner, at the Pamphlet-Shop in Eges- 
Street, oppofite to the Bridge. Mee: , 


Tt Drapier’s Letters to the People ior Irelands 4 6 
. The Intelligencers — ; 636 
Don Quixote delz Mancha... 08 18 


Bifhop of Londén’s Paftoral Letter. 

An Abftra@& of the Eflay on Human Under- | 

ftanding. By Mr. Lock, 

Propofals for preventing the great Charge and 

Delay in Law Suits. ; 

A Hiftory of King pprius with a compleat 
e 


y- 1 
The Dunciad, AnHeroick Poem. In three 4. 
Books. By M. Pope. © : 
Honour of the Gout. _ 
Ocean. An Ode. By Mr. Young. 
Hiftories, or Tales of Times Paft. Being a O'° EE 
Colleétion of Fairy Tails. 1 
The Hind and the Panther. A Poem. By 
Mr. Dryden. - 
Beggar's Opera, Firft atid Second Part. By, 
Mr. Gay. ; ' eae TRE 
Duke and no Duke, AComedy. By Mr. Zate. } 
Momus tutn’a Fabulif. “An Opera. oft 
Womans Revenge: or, a Match in Newgate.’ 
A Comedy. By Mr. C. allock, ’ 
The Tragedy of Sophonisba. By Mr. Thompfin.J 
& Short Way with Profanenefs and Impiety. 00 3 
The Hiftery of Col. Chartres. 00 3 
A Colleétion of Tryals 003 
A Letter to Sir Robert Sutton for disbanding the do s 
Irifh Regiments in'France and Spain. SoS 


At the fia Plice’all Marner of printing Work isdone, 
and good Allowane for the above Pamphlets, Poems 
and Plays to Country Chapmen, , 


e ‘ A 
Lately publifh'd by the Printer hereof,. the following, 
.., Plays, Poems, Pamphlets and Novels, viz. \ 
. Periander, A Tragedy. } 
Meripe. K Tragedy. 
om Eurydice, A Tragedy. 
oe iifory of Georce Barnwert. A Tra- 
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The Tragedy of Tragedies ;-or, thé .Life S i 
and Death of Tom Thumb the Great. 0 0 6 

The Lever.” A Comedy, : 

Celifia. dAn Opera. 

Live and Anbition. “A Tragedy, E 

The Paftor.! Amours of Daphuis and Chloe. ) 


A Novel. 


ee The famous Hiftory of Don Quinote: on tial 
2Patieand Peggy, A Scotch Ballad Opera, ius : ws 

“The Contrivances. An Opera. ah 

Flora. An Opera. i 


Damon and Phillida. An Opera, 

Sedition and Defamation Difplay'ds . ; 

The CRISIS, or impartial Judgment on 
Peeetarig ¢ - oe 

A Defence of the Meafures of th 
Adminiftration. + Ehepretene 

Blafphemy as old as the Creation’ a6 5 


% 
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Demon and Phillida. A Paftoral Farce. > 
TLechnethyrambeia. Or, a Poem on Paddy | 
; Afuvphy. In Latin and Englilh. >. 
The Cafe of the Heffian Forces, 
; Memoirs of Mrs, Ayn Oldjteld. 

ie Mendico-Hymen ; or, the Beggars tc 
: In Latin and Exciifp, pes Ne 

A View of the Spanijh Depredations ' 
' Enslifh 'Trade’and Neves. fees by 
Ke Poultney’s five Letters. © sahay © 
ffarleguin-Forace. Ot, the Art of Modern} | 
\ OETRY, 

AA Poem on Tafte. By Mr. Pope. 

Mr. Budgell’s 1f?, 2d, and 34 Letters. 

The Famous Hittory of Wi Tocwzep. 
~ Sir Rebert Brafs. Or, the Knight of the 

'. Brazwinc-Star. , 
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